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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 
WAR FILMS 

MOTHER'S SON IN SALONIKA 

The midnight shadow sinking down has slung 
Over your tent the one tent of us all, my love; 
In whose close folds above you, near above, 
The flame of my soul like a trembling star is hung. 

That is my spirit hovering close above 

You now as you turn your face towards the sky. 

Oh, as you stand looking up, do you know it is I ? 

Do you lift your lips to kiss me good-night, my love? 

CASUALTY 

As I went down the street in my rose-red pelerine 
Some one stopped me and said, 'Your lover is hurt." 

"Oh, bring him to me," I said. "Oh, lay him between 
My arms, let me cover him up in my skirt." 

And you — oh, see the myriad doves that walk 
Beneath the steps of St. Paul's! Catch several 

And kill for Aphrodite. Don't speak, do not talk! — 
One of you kindle a fire to consume them withal. 

MESSAGE TO A PERFIDIOUS SOLDIER 

If you meet my young man, 
Greet him from me; 
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D. H. Lawrence 

Touch him on the shoulder, 
And tell him from me 
The moon is not any warmer, the sun no colder. 

If he understands 

You will know by his eyes. 
If he only stands 

And stares in surprise, 
Tell him prayer is stronger than iron, faith makes no 
demands. 

THE JEWESS AND THE V. C. 

Ah, young man! — 
What sort of timorous potion of love have you drunk? 

If you see my rings, how they sparkle within my ears, 
You go about in a dream, with your countenance sunk, 

And children behind you taunting you to tears. 

Why, if you saw my limbs, how they shine on my body, 
What then would you do? Then for sure you would go 

And die like a dog in a hole. 'Tis strange what a shoddy 
Lover you make, such a hero in front of the foe! 

SIGHS 

Ah, my love, my dear/ 

But what if my love should chance to hear 
As he is passing unbeknown? 
What if he turned and saw me here? 
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